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like the great violet-black clouds to cover the skies,
and to lie stripped upon the grass and feel the first
few drops of thunder rain upon my body/'
"Of that there is no hope/' her husband sighed.
"There is not a cloud in the sky. Stars you will have
and a great blazing moon but no clouds. Spenser is
coming here, I see. Miss Grassleyes, I wish you
nothing but good in the world but I would rather
you were his hostess to-night."
"I do not feel in the least hospitable," Jane
declared. "I was even thinking of sending David
home."
"You can't do that," Granet protested. "I have
ordered no dinner and hot weather always makes me
hungry."
"You can dine with me," Carlotta suggested, "I
can cook trifles divinely."
"But I cannot dine off trifles," Granet told her.
"An hour after sunset I am hungry. Two hours
after I am ravenous."
"There is always fruit and ice," she went on. "I
can steal Miriam's peaches. She has an admirer who
sends her twenty or thirty a day. Then there are
melons, too."
He shook his head.
"I need sustenance," he insisted. "Chicken salad
is the minimum."
She sighed.
"I have the chicken," she said. "I can cook him
but he would not be cold. . . . Mr. Spenser is
beautifully dressed but he makes me warm to look
at ham."